
TWENTYMS II
SILENTCOUPLE.

Henry Eskra and His Wife
Have Lived as Strangers

'Neath One Roof.

They Quarrelled, Divided the
House and Spoke Not to

Each Other.

His Side Is Now in Good Repair, While
Her's Is Rapidly Falling

Into Decay.

CHILDREN TAKE THE MOTHER'S PART.

Only One of Them, the Youngest, Speaks to

Both Father and Mother, and His
Efforts at Reconciliation

All Fail.

For over twenty years Henry Eskra and
his wife have lived beneath the same roof
at Nanuet, N. Y., without speaking to each
other. For nearly a quarter of a century
they have shared the same home without
being in each other's company for a singlemoment. This October marks the
fiftieth anniversary of their marriage, and
but for a strange compact, made more than
a score of years gone by, they might now

bid their five living children to a memorablefamily reunion.the celebration of their
golden wedding.
That compact, however, will remain un'broken on this earth. The old couple are

now in life's twilight. The husband is

seventy-three, the wife seventy-five.
She says it was all because his mother

lived with them and made trouble. He
says it was because she would rifle his
pocket and take all of his money. The
neighbors say that each was hard-headed
and they could not agree. Both declare
that the silence betwen them wjji >never
be broken.
Fifty years ago, in the tOwn of Hanover,

Germany, they were wed. They were frugaland l{Kiustr'0Ugt and planned bright
dreams for the future. They would leave
'.'ne Fatherland and build fortune and make
lew happiness for themselves. That was

-.Heir nope, ana in twelve years u iouua a

fulfilment.
The couple landed at Castle Garden thirty-eightyears ago with their brood of littleones, and took up life's battle again In

*ne new world. At the village of Nanuet
Hiey bought the house that they occupy so

strangely to-day. The children grew up and
arried and left the old couple alone.exceptfor the husband's mother. She had

C0Kne over to live with her son in the
Iievv country, and did live with him until
^er Heath, seven years ago.

Their Ways Divide.
°ne day Henry Eskva and his wife quarrelled.That was not new. They had

quarrei|je(j before. This time, however, it
was a quarrej followed by twenty years of
silence, g0 j0Dg ag0 happen that the
"iZZ.* Clause is burled In uncertainty. Old inhabitants of Nanuet merely remember that
neitL'-er would say much about it at the
time, and so their diverging tales told todayc an only be read as they stand.apart.
At auy rate, when the couple separated

they iigreed to divide the house. The husbandtook the west half; the wife the east.
It was a perfectly equal division. A partitionvcas built that cut it exactly in two. I
There art? tnree rooms on his nair ana three

on hers. The h'ouse is entered by a commondoor. This door is sheltered by a very
small porch, from which the stone flaggingthat iJiarks the pathway to the gate
is used by both. The well is on his side
of the pathway, but the spring is on hers.
A little grape arbor stands on each side.
There are three apple trees on his side
and three on hefs- When the division took
place both sides were almost identical, but
to-day they present a strikingly different
aspect.
The husband make? his living by cutting

cross ties and doing any manner of odd
Jobs that the neighborhood may offer. He
has an income, however- and, though It be
small, it is enough to support his modest
wants and a little over to keep his half of
the house in good repair. Only withinthe past few days he had his
side reshlngled, the chimney supplied
with new brick, the veranda suppliedwith new posts and fresh
weather boarding inserted, wherever it was
needed. All this has brought about1?, tpieer
contract.
The wife's side of the house is quite

dilapidated. The bricks that make up the
chimney have staring cracks between them
and some have even fallen out of place.
The shingles on the roof are curled with
age and covered with moss. Her side of
the little porch has almost collapsed
through age and neglect, and the entire
appearance of her half speaks a storyfull of pathos.

Live as Strangers.
The husband and wife have each preparedtheir own meals and eaten them

alone and In silence. They see each other
dally, but never make a sign of recognition.Each goes about the tasks at hand
without getting on the other's side of the
house or the pathway that leads to the
gate.
And the "children." Only one of them,the youngest, speaks to both. He has tried

repeatedly, this youngest boy, now a man
of thirty-seven, to bring about a reconciliationbetween his father and mother, but
without success. The other children.two
of them man-led women, the other a marriedson.do not speak to their father. Theytake the part of the mother, and they see
that she does not want for anything.When the aged woman was asked the
question yesterday, "How do you manage
to support yourself, Mrs. Eskra?" she
looked up from the Bible that lay In her
lap. a Bible printed in German text, and
replied:
"Ach! Meine kinder will mlch nie forItwas an Interesting picture, that of

this aged, white-haired woman, seated by
a window, through, which the gloomy lightof yesterday cast a shadow over her strong
j 11.^^. xjclcimiuuhuh w its wnneu iii everyline of it. The big Bible that rested on
her lap held no softening verse for that
rugged character.
And the husband. He, too. has a stronglymarked countenance. When ho speaks

his mouth twists strangely, and his face
is drawn queerly to one side. The neighbors
say that this is a result of his efforts, for
all of the twenty years and more, to see
what his wife was doing on her side of the
house. Be that as it may, his face is
drawn on the side, that it is because of the
location of the windows, most constantly
turned toward his wife's lialf of the house.
The gossips say that Mrs. Eskra, before

they agreed to disagree, had taken as much
as $800 from h«r husband's pocket and that
she gave part of the sum to each child as
tbey married. At any rate, the children all
side with her, and in her awn words, "will
mlch nie forsnke."

AVaeron nf Laot His Heath Bed.
The dead body of Patrick Sheridan, thirty-five

years old, was found early yesterday In a coveredwagon In the rear of No. 215 West Sixtyfourthstreet. During the Summer he hud sleptregularly In the same wagon. He was a shiftlessfellow and, although he had an agedmother and father, he fajled to provide for
them. For years he loafed in the neighborhood
where he died On Saturday night, when he
crept Into the wagon, he was somewhat tipsierthan usual. His body was sent to the Morgue.

FRANK HADCOALTOBURN.
Did Not Belong to Him, but He Gave It

Away to Square Accounts with
the Owner.

Frank Upton, a bright sixteen-year-old
boy, a week ago was employed by John
Hauschildt, of No. 139 Bank street, to sell
ice and coal among tenement houses. Frank
lives at No. 725 Washington street. For
some reason Hauschildt discharged him.
Every boy he met spoke to him about it
and he determined to be revenged.
Saturday afternoon Hauscliildt's horse

flnri Wflirrm thr* lattor lonriorl with unrka nf

coal, were standing In tlie street unprotected.The horse knew Frank and when he
whistled the animal started down the
street after him. He followed the lad on
to the sidewalk and knocked ash barrels
over. The more damage that was done the
more Frank laughed. Then he began to
give away the coal in the wagon. The ten-
ants of the neighborhood praised him, and
one said if he were only older they would
run him for Alderman.
The last sack of coal was being emptiedwhen Hauschildt ran up out of breath. He

had missed his horse and wagon. Hauschildtwas furious. He could not identifythe coal, so he couid not reclaim it, but he
decided to punish the boy.
The crowd would not allow this, and

things were becoming interesting when
Policeman Kinsman, of. the Charles Street
Station, appeared and placed the lad underarrest. He was arraigned in Jefferson
Market Police Court yesterday, but Hauschildtwould not rness the charsre of fHsnr-
derly conduct against him. He said he
was afraid he would lose all his customers,and that Frank was a pretty good boy, so
the Court discharged him.

BAD BOY ROBS A GIRL
Willie Adler, the Terror of a Harlem Neighborhood,Arrested for Taking

Ninety Cents.

Twelve-year-old Willie Adler lives at No.
62 East One Hundred and Sixth street. His
face is roand and full of freckles and he has
red hair. He is a tough younster and all
the children in the neighborhood are i»
mortal dread of him.
Yesterday the boy was arraigned In Har

iciu jrviiue ^uuri, cnargeu witn nignway
robbery. He took 90 cents from nine-yearoldJosephine Benzogum, of No. 24 East
One Hundred and ipth street, on October7.
The little, girl was sent to a grocery store

'h une Hundred and Sixth street. She had
a dollar bill, and the prober gave her 90
cents change. Willie Adler stopped her a
few doors away from the grocery."The grocer says he gave you the wrongchange," said Willie.
"Oh, no, I have the right change," said

the little girl. The boy grabbed the 90
cents and ran.
The little girl hurried home and told her

mother. The police of the East One Hundredand Fourth Street Station were notified,and that night went to Young Adler's
house. The boy kept away from home untilSaturday night, when he was arrested.
In Harlem Police Court yesterday morningAdler admitted taking the money.Magistrate Flammer committed him to the

care of Gerry's Society pending trial, and
placed him under .$500 ball.
Ten-year-old Isidore Eckhart, who lives

at No. 24 East One Hundred and Ninth
street, was stopped by young Adler three
weeks ago. Isidore was told to throw uphis hands, but instead squared off and
made ready to fight for his rights. Adler
changed his mind and wont away.

FROM STAGE TO D1SHPAN,
Ra 11 ilanrof Klnf Vo+ A rrc\ "To

by a Father Who Wants a

Honsekeeper.
Mary Gallagher, an exceptionally pretty

girl, was arraigned at Yorkvllle Court yesterdayon a charge of incorrigibility, preferredby her father, John Gallagher, a
stone cutter, of No. 411 West Fifty-third
street. The warrant was sworn out last

July, but t?s girl has been out of the city t
since then, ravelling with a burlesque com- I
pany in Can .la. r
She has be* i In the city for a week past

and has biek rehearsing at the Olympia.
She says that she has made arrangements t
to go out on he road with another com- c
pnny this weel. ,
ner lamer i iu jjr uecueu per lor a

housekeeper, a'1 told Magistrate Deuel
that Mary had ..ade many undesirable acquaintances,and had begun to lead a life
of which he did -ot approve. LAs she was only nineteen years old MagistrateDeuel orderel the girl committed to
the House of the Hood Shepherd. Then
the girl relented an', promised to go home.

SAID IT WAS ONLY A SAMPLE.
g

Solomon is Charged vith Stealing Fur from
His Em,loyers.

Central Station Deective Yallely arraignedJacob Solomon, thirty-flve years of
age, of No. 1404 Park a-enue, in Jefferson
Market Court, yesterday, on a charge of larceny,preferred by Gottf led Cerber, foremonfrtt* vrtlin v- cadr fv* flonlm-si nf \"a

597 Broadway. It Is allog.d that the prisonerstole seventy-five cen!,-. worth of fur, j
but it was said in court thit this amount
was taken every day, and '.he loss really r
exceeded $200 in the aggreg:\e.
.Thf prisoner said he tuckeV a few tufts a

of fur in his pocket to show to a friend as i
samples, and denied that he lid ever taken c
any before. He was held forr rial. l

REBECCA FREAM MOBBED.
She Had a Lively Experience with a Rough,

Riotous Crowd in Essex Street.
Two Arrests Made.

Rebecca Fream went out yesterday to
find violators of the Sunday law in Essex
street. She found Fannie Fager and Mrs.
Fager is in jail. She also found trouble,
and Philip Gordon, a small boy, of No. 29
Essex street, is keeping Mrs. Fager companyin jail, because, Rebecca says, he
was the Instigator of the trouble.
Rebecca finally became convinced that

mrs. l'ager, who-runs a store ror tne sale or
underwear at No. 29 Essex street, should
be arrested. She called a policeman, and
had Mrs. Fager taken Into custody.
Then ensued a riot. The air was full of

stones and barrel staves and fruit that
could stand embalming. Rebecca and her
adjutant, James Muller, were the marks for
all the missiles. From every window
came volleys of jeers, punctuated sometimesby a stick of wood or a water pitcher
or a shoe. Rebecca never dodged so many
things in her life. Neither did Mr. Muller.
When the policeman with his prisoner

and Rebecca and Mr. Muller reached
Grand street it looked as though the entireEast Side was out chasing the little
procession. The yells of the crowd could
be plainly heard to the Bowery, and from
every direction flocked scores of wild-eyed
Hebrews. Rebecca was excited and fell
nrnnp nn her fnoc
The crowd was close behind, pushing

along. When Rebecca fell she stopped, of
course, but the crowd could not stop. Those
behind pushed those in front, and in a secondRebecca was under a mound of strugglingmen and boys. Through the efforts of
the policeman she was pulled from under
the mass. Cheers and yells greeted her as
she appeared, all dishevelled and dirty. Her
right hand closely clasped the leg of a smalR
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>oy. She pulled him Into view. He was

'hilip Gordon. She had the policeman arestPlillln.
1

Rebecca, preferred charges of violating
he Sunday law against Mrs. Fager and
harges of disturbing the peace against the
ioy.

NO ONE CLAIMS BABY.
.ittle Boy Blue at Bellevue Still Without a

Mother, but Clinging to a

Milk Bottle.

Unless somebody claims or adopts that
weet-faced baby in blue that was taken
o Bellevue Friday night, It will be transerredto Randall's Island to-day. Little
3oy Blue was in close communion with a

vell-fflled nursing bottle at intervals yeserday,and he was so intent upon it that
le am not eloign to notice visitors. As Ue
ay upon a cot in Ward 131, nestling in t
>iilows. lie looked lovable and bugable.
3ut nobody was permitted to hug. For
lerliaps half of the day he slept. J
"Goo! Goo!" uttered Little Boy Blue, as i

le clutched the valve of the nursing ,lottle and closed his rosebud lips upon it. ,

'Glug! Glug!" was the next sound as the
nilk disappeared. i f
That was about all he did except to cry, jintl when lie did so it was with all the
lower of lusty lungs. There is no trace
if the mother who left him to the tender-
less of strange hands, j

BICYCLE COME
IS iT_SCOIICHIE.

Magistrate Deuel Holds That
There Is No Law

Against It.

If a Coaster Runs Into Anybody
He May Be Arrested,

Otherwise Not.

Wealthy Man Said to Have Backed
His Butler to Race Against

a Policeman.

POLICEMAN WINS, BUTLER IS FINED.

Other Pleasantries of Bicycle Lawbreaking
Involve a Young Man and a Late

Evening Call Upon His
Sweetheart.

John Clarkson, of No. 48 East Sixtysixthstreet, was arraigned In the Yorkville
Police Court yesterday for having scorched
at a ten miles an ohur rate on Madison
avenue hill, at Seventy-third street, on Saturdayevening.
"Your Honor," said he, "I know that I

was going at nine miles an hour, but I also
know that I wasnt' going as fast as ten
miles an hour. I know that nine miles is
a little over the limit, but I was going

& (t7
HOME WHERE A QUEER

Henry Eskra and his wife guar
to occupy the same house in the tot
one knows. Their sons and daught

down hill. It was for the good of my i
svheel to coast rather than to back pedal, i
If Your Honor rides a wheel, you will appreciatemy wanting to be careful of 1
mine." i

Magistrate Deuel does ride a wheel, and i

tie nodded iympathetlcally. "Is it a fact *
that the prisoner was coasting?" he asked 1
Policeman McLaughlin, who had made the
irrest.

f
The policeman replied that It was, where- <

upon the Magistrate surprised everybody |
sy telling Clarkson he was discharged. j

aucic 10 1IV itiw <U£111SL uuasniig, ue 1

said, "except an ordinance that applies ]
>nly to the parks. Coasting, -with the feet ]
>£f the pedals, is not scorching. Scorching t
s when a man bends himself double and
tvorks the pedals like mad. Coasting is
ilstinctly letting the machine run itself. 1
[f the prisoner had, while rapidly coasting, 1

un into somebody, he would have been
iable to arrest for careless riding or driv- 1
ng, but not as a bicycle scorcher even 1
:hen." j

l?nr<»(1 tn PIpjisp His F.mnlnx-or ,1

Walter Jones, who describes himself as }
>utler for a wealthy man, whose name he S
efused to disclose, and who said he lived jit No. 315 West Seventy-second street, ,
vhile, in fact, there Is no such number,
vas backed by his employer to race with a 1

>ieycle policeman, the employer to pay any
ine that might result. In consequence, f
rones was a prisoner In YOrkvIlle Court t
resterday.
lie Is a natty, dudiskly dressed colored

routh, and wore u bluish gray bicycle suit, '
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/ COUPLE HAVE LIVED TWE
relied, and since then have never spcki
vn lof Nanuet, dividing it equally. Jus
ers have tried to bring about a reconci

mmflPlllrt+A 11 non lrniob-or>ionl.-nrc« onH e+oob-.

ngs of clocked silk.
At 9 o'clock Saturday night he flew past

Bicycle Policeman Schuessler, at the Boulevardand Seventy-second street, at a trenendouspace. He called out to him,
:auntingly, and only laughed when the poicemanordered him to slow up.
Schuessler, who is the speediest man on

he force, accepted the challenge and dashed
ifter him. The policeman had been goingjuite a good speed when Jones passed, and
t took but a few moments to get under
swift headway. It was a race such as the
Boulevard has not seen for many weeks,
ind for a little while Jones was confident
;hat he would win. He turned once or

n twl ,.oU.r! ,-viit flovlcilTT^lTT

iceman silently kept on, and' soon began
o lessen the gap.

Put L'p Money (or Bail.
To Kighty-seventh street the race con.inued,and there the crestfallen youth

ivas overhauled. He was taken to the
West Sixty-eighth Street Station, where
le airily told the sergeant that he had
ieen urged by his employer, who had great
tonfldenee in his swiftness, to make the
ace. When asked if he wanted to leave
lis wheel as bail he said that he did not
propose to walk home, aud taking out a
tig roll of bills laid down the necessary
120. In court yesterday ho admitted to the
dagistrate that he had ridden faster than
he limit and was fined $3, which he paid
vith a satisfied grin.
Frank Xofer, of Xo. 005 Amsterdam avelue.a slender youth of eighteen, clad in

i red bicycle suit, with blue trimmings,
txplalned that he had been hurrying on ac

ountof a call on a young lady. He had
men arrested by Policeman Sehuossler on
he Boulevard at 11 o'clock on Saturdaylight.
Magistrate Deuel looked kindly at him.
'Your haste was fci some respects com-

/v7 r~> <;
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'V
-NTY YEARS IN SILENCE
en to each other. They continued
3t what caused the disagreement no

liation, but to no avail.

mendable," he said. "But wasn't it prett;late for a call?"
"Oh, but I had called, you know, am

was hurrying to get home!"
The Judge shook his head. "If it ha(

only been the other way . But as it ii
I must line you $3."

WHEEL CAN'T KILL HORSE,
The "Friend of Man" Not to Be a Museurr

Freak, Say Delegates to the Horseshoers'Convention.

According to the master horseshoers, whc
are to begin their national convention Ii
the Park Avenue Hotel to-day, the horse
l^as still a chance for public favor. The
bicycles have displaced pacers and trotters
to a great extent, and the trolley cars have
thrown thousands of roadsters out of work,but the; delegates to the convention say"neigh" when asked if horses are soon
tc be displaced entirely.
These delegates front the Master Horseshoers'National Protective Association

came from every city of> any consequencein the country. The chairman of the NationalCommittee of the organization is
John P. Purcell, of New York.
"As to the wheel," he said, yesterday,
tun uoes not ngure in me matter as much

as .you might think. In the first place, the
majority of the people who ride wheels
would i>ot hhye horses anyway, and foi
the second place, a number of people who
are bicycle > iders keep horses, too.
Another delegate who was not so sau

gulne said: "It will be a long time before
horses are on'v seen In dime meseums Ir
this country. The horse wll always enjoj
a largf share r public favor.-'
The n will bo opened by MayoiStro* resident William Water

son >r Horseshoers' organizatlo speech of welcome. Th<
cot itlaue for a week.

ABTOR'S M\ TREASURES
MEUGEDJY FLIES.!

Curtain on the Gallery Sky-
light Ignited by Ked Hot
Soot from a Chimney.

Smoke and Fire Curled and
Darted Through the Ventilator
and Frightened the Astors.

Stood Helpless Before the Priceless
Paintings Until a Policeman

Rushed to the Spot.
QUICKLY FORMED A BUCKET BRIGADE.

Flames Extinguished with Trifling Damage,
but Panes of Glass Were Cracked

and the Frail Framework
Charred.

John Jacob Astor's art treasures In his
house, at No. 840 Fifth avenue, were menacedby fire yesterday and they escaped destructionv£ry narrowly. It was 8:40 o'clock
when servants In the family of Daniel
Worden, at No. 4 East Sixty-fourth street,
saw flames curling in thin lines from the
skylight of the Astor gallery. The blue
curtain that was spread ui>on the glass was
in flames and they were licking into the
ventilator that surmounts the roof. Pricelesspaintings wero in peril, and the servantsknew it. They hurried to the Astor
residence and alarmed the butler.
In a moment the occupants of the palatial

house were in commotion, and Mrs. Astor,
who is recovering from recent illness,
heard the noise, but she did not know that
it had been caused by an alarm of fire.
She was unaware that the art treasures
were in danger. But Mr. Astor's mother,
who has just returned home, did, and she,
with the Astor servants, tried to find the
seat of fire. It was soon found. Spirals
of smoke were twisting into the galleryfrom its roof when they reached the spotand flames were darting in from the ventilatorand crawling along the ceiling. Panesof glass ,n the skylight were cracking frotu'the heat as the blue curtain blazed and th#,frail framework was igniting.Frightened and helpless, they stood in a
group and contemplated the possible buntingof those paintings and feared the consequencesto young Mrs. Astor, whose loveof art almost amounts to adoration.While they were hesitating. PolicemanWilliam Burger ran into the gallery.

uci n.tci, ijuii-B., ne criea, ana servantshastened to obey the command.Burger ascended to the roof, and the servantsformed a bucket brigade. Pail afterpail of water was passed up to him, andhe threw them on the flames. They wsoon extinguished, but not ' "

workof the ventilator li
and the blue curtain aim
"Yes, we were badlyminutes," said the butler

over within ten minutes.
"ifiraly amounts to anyt
mere than $25. Young
been "pl'l of tbe fire.
advisable to do so. "

was not at Libllf
"

Crowds of people
and watched the polk.,
the fire, and as he resume,.
post he wast congratulated for his -*-«of mind.
The fire was caused by red-hot soot from

the chimney.

NO BUTTONS; NO JOURNAL
Cab e Employes Say a Recent Order Is a

Blow at Their Political
Liberties.

"Look at that order. Do you know wksS
that means? Why, it's a notification from
the company that Bryan men had better
look out or they'll lose their jobs. Anil
we're nearly all Bryan men, too."
The speaker was a gripman In the emr1'ofthe Metropolitan Street Railway Con.

pany, and the notice to which he pointed lI
was attached to the bulletin board in the
employes' waiting room in the depot at
Fiftieth street and Seventh avenue. Th#
notice was thus worded:

Metropolitan Street Hallway Co.
New York. Oct. 1», ISO*.Order to Conductors.

Grlpmen and conductors are forbidden to we*%while cm duty, any buttons or badges with in*
scriptlons printed thereon.

F. I). ROUNDS.
General Superintendent.

One or two other uniformed employe*
standing aoout also expressed the opinio*' 2that the order was issued because the but*
tons had proclaimed too publicly that near«
ly all the gripmen and conductors of tho
anti-Bryan corporation were Bryan men. It
was stated, moreover, that in the room oa
the third floor of the depot building providedfor the men while awaiting their assignmentto cars nearly all the New York
newspapers, except the Journal, are fur-!
nlshed by the company.
"Before the Chicago Convention." saldi

one of the conductors, "we used to have
the Journal here, too, but they found It
educated the men too much for them to
vote for McKiniey. and now the Journal is
no longer furnished to the men."
Mr. Rounds, general superintendent of,

the company, refused to make any state-1
mcnt concerning the allegations of thejroad's employes.

Hnngeil Himself in u Stable.
Henry Block committed suicide yesterday

, morning by hanging himself to a beam In
a stable at No. 340 East One Hundredand Ninth street. He was em-'
ployed by Edward Keeraan, and ice,
dealer. Three months ago Block's wife
left him. They had been married bnly four

r months. Block was a heavy drinker. H#
was constantly complaining of indigestion.

1 1'esterday morning Block went to the srabl#
to feed the horses. He did not return foP
his breakfast, so Mr. Keernan went to the'

3 barn to learn what delayed him. He found1
Block hanging to a beam on the ceiling.
Policeman Kelly, who was called in, cut
down the body. Block was thirty-five years' old.
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AXMINS1ER LARrtTS,
\

i
In a large variety of novel
designs and colorings,

: $2.50 per yard.

1 These goods are unexcelled
i for artistic colorings. H

r

j BROADWAY, I8TH AND I9TH STREET


